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Chapter 1 


Relief doesn’t begin to describe what he felt when he realized he was in fact, not a 
ephebophile. Simply a man still in love with his lost girl. It wasn’t easy to find her, the wilds 
are difficult to navigate even with the most advanced technology available. But persistence is 
key, he never gave the search a day’s rest. The moment he came into enough power to 
delegate the necessary steps that would go into finding her, he did. My, is he glad he did. He 
found so much more than he could’ve imagined. He almost regretted having to eventually 
pluck her from her prairie. Here she was, perfect little wildflower. Dark curls braided out of 
her sable face, small sylvester flowers rained on in a crown forshadowing the metaphorical 
crown she’d soon wear as his darling girl in the capital where they belong. 

Despite the constant frigid temperatures of the wilds beyond the desolation of 13, the sun still 
shone bright in the early spring. Excellent light but did little to warm anything. Still, watching 
the bright sun shining off her rich hair and pebbled, freckled skin sheened slightly in sweat 
from her labor brought him a calm he hadn’t experienced anything even close to since he’d 
been in her presence. He could watch for hours as she went through her morning routine in 
the tiny cabin she shared. Getting water to boil for their mushroom tea, gathering honey to 
sweeten it. Wondering if she had to risk getting her nearly onyx eyes or dainty hands stung to 
obtain it. Eating a few bites of whatever game the traders exchanged with her. The bulk of it 
being fish, sometimes uncommon sea creatures like octopus or such but as good for 
sustenance as he could wish for them, explaining the surprising but delightful realization that 
Lucy Gray looks better fed here than she’d ever looked back in 12. 

The changes of her body, though mostly welcome, did confound him briefly. The previous 
night she’d disrobed before sleeping and he saw the widened flare of her hips, the greater 
swell of her breasts and darkening of her nipples, the beastly diagonal claw-like marks on her 
flat but loose abdomen and pert backside. It all made sense when he caught sight of him, Silas 
Ochre. A boy of eleven, and already much taller and more muscular than he himself had been 
at that age. Vindicating his theory that if Coriolanus been properly fed, he’d be a much more 
physically imposing figure. The boy opened the door with his free hand, his left occupied 
holding basket containing a variety of plants the camera can’t completely capture from this 
angle. 

It was agony finding her and knowing it would take a few days before the undetectable 
cameras would be remotely set up to use. All his men had told him after finding her was that 
she was living in a cabin with a boy and a woman around her age. He’d figured she’d run into 
a mother with her son and came together with them but the mother in question had been her 
all along, and what a mother she’s turned out to be. Silas Ochre is an incredibly intelligent, 
resourceful, capable and beautiful child. His hair is a golden shade of brown with curls that 
shine blindingly in the sun, clearly his hair had had to have been lighter ages ago, much 
blonder like himself. His skin is much like that of his mother, the color of strong black tea 
with a dash of milk and his eyes a dazzling shade of blue, like everything else, darker than 
that of his father. It’s as if the deeper pigment from his mother protected him in a manor his 
father’s lightness couldn’t. 

Silas Ochre hunts like he was born to it. No cruelty is ever caused with his knife, only quick, 
merciful deaths the creatures never see coming, so unlike the offspring Coriolanus has 


produced with Livia who’d relish in the gore. The boy named Calix in his home borderline 
disgusts him. His petulance grates at his already strained nerves, his entitlement irritating him 
to the point of near violence. Livia’s family would withdraw any support they provide if he 
ever did anything to properly discipline his miscreant son. The boy is turning nine and still 
throws tantrums like when he toddled. If his father’s legacy is left to him, he’ll destroy 
everything he ached building in a matter of a few short years, squander it like a common fool. 
At first glance, there’s resemblance between he and his son. But Coriolanus knows, Calix’s 
palor is that of his mother’s. His shade of blond, the blue of his eyes, the shapes of his nose 
and mouth, all Livia’s. 

The likeness between Silas Ochre and his father is more subtle but obvious if one knows what 
their looking for. The forms of his young son’s still developing muscles so like his own, 
visible after his peacekeeper’s duties and thankfully not lost since. The proportions of his 
body, long arms and legs good for reaching high and running far. His lips are shaped like that 
of his mother’s sweet mouth, but fuller like his own. The slightly downward slant of his eyes 
is like his father’s despite the darker shade of blue inside them, the flare of his nostrils at the 
end of his long nose completely unlike the button nose his Lucy Gray dawns. The broadness 
of his shoulders to the tapering of his waist, his hairline, the shape of his strong hands. All 
obvious indicators of who impregnated his mother. 

Coriolanus blazes to see Lucy Gray as she was when she was pregnant with him. Face 
rounded, arms, legs and tight bottom cushioned for her and his son’s comfort. Hips 
broadening more as each day passes, breasts growing to become fit to feed their child 
producing a milk he can only imagine was a luscious nectar. Finally, belly growing bloated 
with their perfect progeny. The need to keep her full of his babies is one of his main purpose 
for wanting to keep her close to him, here in the capital despite their idyllic lives in the 
forest. Silas Ochre was a good example of how flawless their children would be. 

Livia is pregnant again with another boy and as much as he knows he’s supposed to, he 
doesn’t love the children he has with her. The feelings of obligation and basic familial 
commitment pale in comparison to the fatherly love and adoration he already feels for the 
nearly teenaged boy, who likely has no idea who he is and who Coriolanus has never even 
laid eyes on in the flesh. He knows more clearly than he knows he loved his mother and 
Tigris, that he’d do anything to protect this child. The ferocity, the potency of his emotions 
overwhelmed and displeased him. So much like when he fell in love with his Lucy Gray, he 
knows this boy, like his mother, could get anything they want out of him. He’d relinquish it 
with a smile on his face as long as it made them happy. That vulnerability frightens him more 
than any threat any of his enemies have ever made. 

The rabbits, squirrels and other animals his more competent son obtains are used in their 
entirety. He guts and skins them so his still sensitive mother never needs to see such ugliness. 
He simply presents her with the pelts for her to use as needed and gives the innards to the 
woman they live with for her to do what she must with them. Lucy Gray treats the fresh skins 
and furs in their tiny fireplace, cleans them in the river nearby and hoards them until she has 
enough to make a full article of clothing with them. He’s spent days watching them, learning 
their habits and observing their behaviors. The traders come by twice a week, she’ll trade 
fresh garlic mustard or wild ginger for whatever she and her friend “Holly May” had asked 
for during their previous visit. Dairy products such as butter or cheeses, salt, even sea shells 
on occasion are taken in exchange of safe plants to consume and fresh land game and even 
baby soft fur overcoats to brave the harsh conditions farther north. 

Holly May was clearly responsible for teaching his son how to sustain himself. Lucy Gray 


might’ve taught him how to tie intricate knots, gather fresh fruits and render oils from any 
plants they might find but Holly May taught him how to be an efficient killer. A skill not to 
be overlooked or undertrained in when in these circumstances. The traps they use are 
expansive and detailed, anything that wanders in will be done away with in a matter of 
seconds with almost no time to realize they’re dying. She taught him how to gut and skin the 
animals quickly and cleanly, not letting the food become contaminated by any filth by letting 
the pelt cover everything until every organ is removed and placed in Holly May’s hands to be 
cleaned in boiled, cooled water and coated in salt and spices to preserve for harsher times. 
The traders this time traded a small spile for two dark brown coats. Coriolanus couldn’t 
understand why Lucy Gray would make what seems like such a poor exchange, she handed 
the tool to Holly May and she hammered it into a tree. The cold wood didn’t let her penetrate 
without a fight, bouncing off the metal a few times before finally piercing through to the 
tenderer wood inside. She instructed Silas Ochre to fetch something and he returned 
promptly with a bucket and some sort of covering. She placed it beneath the tree and simply 
left it there. It wasn’t until a few hours later he realized it’s a maple tree and Lucy Gray was 
clearly craving some sweetness honey can’t provide, given the persistent medicinal taste that 
lingers after you eat it. 

Coriolanus found himself envying their simple lives. The grueling work of finding their food 
and their warmth daily, knowing the next winter might be harsher than the last and not 
knowing if the previous harvest will be enough to hold them until it’s over. But never having 
to worry about large scale betrayals, or political intrigue. Never concerning yourself with the 
competition because there hardly is any. Your competition around the cabin are other animals 
not nearly as strategic as you are and always good for thicker furs or emergency meat. On the 
rare occasion that a passerby might make things more difficult for you, you can always 
dispose of them fairly simply. 

He ponders if his son, just beginning pubescence, would be capable of that. 
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The observation period lasts weeks. Coriolanus finishes work and returns home to watch 
the recordings that have been gathered, sometimes not even bothering to eat or wash up 
before sitting to watch his distant family go about their business. He’s ambivalent about his 
realization that Lucy Gray was better off without him than he would’ve guessed. On the one 
hand, had she not been better off her and their son would’ve died likely before he was even 
born and then where would he be? Just a bitter man of nearly thirty living a life with nothing 
bringing him any genuine happiness the way just watching his amazing son and still gorgeous 
songbird does. A cousin who raised him but now nearly ignores him, a wife he can’t stand 
who’s given him sons that were meant to be a continuation of the Snow line and legacy but 
one only inspires irritation and resentment in him and the other is yet to be born but he 
doesn’t hold out much hope for. He knows he’!I feel little affection for him, too. He’ll be too 
like his insipid mother, and have too much of Coriolanus’ most distasteful traits, like Calix. 


On the other, he relished in knowing his Lucy Gray needed him. In his most self 
indulgent and self-aggrandizing fantasies, she always needed him. Either needed him to save 
her from some kind of evil, a touchy ex-lover, a murderous and petty mean girl with a 
senseless vendetta against her, an incompetent man with too much power like Mayor Lipp, 
which he in fact made sure to scrap from office as soon as he had the authority to and place 
someone more fitting in his place. Someone he knew wouldn’t give The Covey any trouble. 


Other fantasies have more masturbatory wishes. She needs him because he’s fed her, 
needs him because he’s given her water to drink when she was deathly thirsty. She needs him 
because she’s horribly sore and he can do away with her aches and pains. Because she needs 
him to satiate her desire for closeness and pleasure when in reality it’s him that needs 
satiating. He that feels a desperate longing to touch her again because nothing and no one 
else feels as good. 


Every day he gets to watch as she fetches water from the river that runs near her shoddy, 
unprotected home, brings it back to boil clean on her fireplace in a large metal pot. She 
collects the water in a separate container and lets any debris settle at the bottom, carefully 
brings it outside and waits for it to cool. She takes out a soap either she traded for or made on 
her own and undresses. He feasts his eyes on her, angry that any of his men might’ve seen 
this footage before he did. Notices her dark nipples puckering in the cold, thankfully there’s 
not much wind. He’d hate for her to get sick. He laments the camera quality isn’t fine 
enough to zoom in on her, to see her tender flesh develop goosebumps. She slowly pours the 
purified, hot water over herself and starts scrubbing her skin with the soap and an old, filthy 
looking rag. 


He wonders what the soap smells like, if it’Il interfere with the aroma he remembers her 
having. The wild rose and fresh, ripe peach that no amount of synthesis has been able to 
replicate to his liking. Either it smells too manufactured or the rose scent is too clean, or the 
peach fragrance is too saccharine, or they don’t quite match the slightly musky trail she 
always had. According to the perfumers, it has a great deal to do with the pheromones one 
produces and picks up in another’s. Biology dictates that unless you’re wearing a strong 
perfume or cologne, the way you smell is subjective to whomever may be smelling you. 
Sometimes it permeates through even the strongest of artificial fragrances. He knows there’s 
no way Lucy Gray ever made enough money through her performances to buy a perfume of 
any kind, despite her immense talent. Much less a strong, manufactured fragrance that even 
in The Capital, people struggle to afford. No, of course not. Her hygiene perhaps, some 
rustic soap much like the one she uses now, purchased at The Hob is what she used, and a rag 
with any water she could find was used to keep herself clean. The scent Coriolanus 
remembers so fondly is all their own, produced by her and to be inhaled by him. 


He ponders what he might’ve smelled like to her, if she enjoyed his scent even half as 
much as he delighted in hers. If his resulted in the same warm sensation in her groin that 
grew in his whenever he inhaled by her neck, slick with the day’s sweat. 


Chapter 2 


Gritt has always been an admirable trait to Coriolanus. Only those with gritt survive life’s 
difficulties, live to earn some of life’s fleeting pleasures. His Lucy Gray and his son have it in 
spades, and not just basic endurance. Anyone could endure life. Lucy Gray has clearly made 
this quite a happy life for his son and their friend. They gather together and tie twine to make 
baskets, plates and bowls, take wood or animal bones and whittle them into weapons and 
eating utensils. Go out often to find wild periwinkles and blue vervains, either to make soap 
or simply to smell around their home. They joke with each other, philosophize, his Lucy 
Gray or Holly May regale Silas Ochre with tales from their past, and Coriolanus is eager to 
know when he’ll show up in one. If she’ll tell his son if the story he’s so fascinated by 
includes his father. If she’s told him anything at all about him. 

As overjoyed and genuinely pleased beyond measure he is to have found them, there’s an 
undeniable anger directed towards his Lucy Gray that he can’t quell. He feels stolen from. 
What right did Lucy Gray have to hide her pregnancy from him? To keep the existence of 
their child a secret from him and everyone? Did she really think Coriolanus was some kind 
of danger to them? That his momentary lapse in judgement would somehow hurt them? It 
pleased him to know it took all of one time to impregnate her, it not only displays clearly how 
compatible they are to each other physically but how easy it will be to keep his Lucy Gray in 
a perpetually delicate condition. 

He watched as his girl’s and his son’s nimble fingers sewed together the thin, strong cords 
together in different shapes. Watched as his son placed one of the lines in between his teeth 
and ties it together in all different patterns, handing finished pieces to “Aunt Holly May” as 
his son refers to her as. It seems he’ll have to welcome all three to his home and not just his 
Lucy Gray and his son. He couldn’t possibly separate his child from the second mother who 
helped raise him. For the resources at their disposals, they’ve done a phenomenal job with 
his boy. 

Every interruption of Coriolanus’s recent occupation suffered at the hands of his vapid wife or 
feebleminded son was an arduous endurance. Every meeting he was needed at, every 
parental concern from a teacher that just *needed* to be understood by both parents and not 
just his mother or dinner that required the presences of he and his wife was an occasion he 
counted down the minutes at. Make a polite but early departure citing fatigue or illness, and 
on his luckier days, even leaves Livia there to continue mingling and leaving him alone with 
his recording in his office. What concern should it be of his if his dull son didn’t apply 
himself in school? Coriolanus understood from a very young age how imperative it was that 
he do well academically. But then, he didn’t have parents, he had Tigris, fear and a ferocious 
hunger. Livia and her family’s constant doting was ruining any chances Calix has at earning a 
place of relevance by his own merits, however limited they might be. 

The thought of Silas Ochre being here in the capital, instructed by private tutors made his 
chest swell with pride. He knows how quickly his beautiful boy would pick up on 
everything. He wonders if his Lucy Gray had been able to write any stories or songs for his 
son to learn to read, at least at a basic level. She must’ve, he can’t imagine his girl would 
allow their child to grow up not knowing how to read or write. She’s a poet in her own right, 
it’s essential. Possibly traded some roots for pencils and paper, or something, anything to 


write her thoughts and ideas onto and instruct their boy. 

He worried at first that his girl had to do some unsavory tasks to ensure the survival of their 
child with those traders. Their behavior around each other doesn’t indicate anything of the 
sort, even observing closely and repeatedly. The interactions between the two women and the 
three men are polite but distant. Small smiles and compliments if the products being 
exchanged are particularly high quality or plentiful, occasional flirtatious remarks from the 
stout, red haired one named John Christopher but nothing reciprocated from neither his girl 
nor his son’s aunt. Only superficial pleasantries and straight forward exchanges. 

Still, it burns Coriolanus from the inside-out to see him leer at his Lucy Gray, especially 
whenever she’s wearing her light green dress with the brown shawl over her narrow 
shoulders. The women have traded with them for clothes before, and his face heats at this, 
knowing it’s clearly a piece the pervert had picked out with her in mind, likely with nothing 
underneath it. It’s a fine garment, especially for not being manufactured in The Capital or 
District 8. His girl likes to wear it when the sun is particularly bright out and the wind isn’t 
too strong. It’s thin, likely cotton or something similar. It doesn’t conform to the shape of her 
but it’s slightly indecent in its thinness, almost sheer. She tries to dress more modestly when 
the men come, wearing a smaller brown piece underneath her dress or a thick, fur overcoat 
covering her chest. 

He’s curious where the men are getting some of their more sophisticated products, such as 
finer clothing or metal equipment, he anxiously hopes they’re high enough quality to use. 
That the metal doesn’t contain toxins like lead or mercury, that the clothing isn’t made with 
irritating chemicals or unsafe substances of any kind. The men don’t seem to have a home 
base to go back to, more like they nomadically stray from one extreme to the next, as far in 
any direction as they can bear. Down to the sweltering Floridian spits of isles, or up to the 
unbearably frozen Canadian tundra. The products could contain any number of harmful 
bacteria or other possible threats. 

The thought of anything dangerous happening to his son or his Lucy Gray makes his lungs 
tighten. Just the idea of how many hardships they’ve had to endure without his help and 
protection drives him mad. How many unpleasantries could’ve been avoided if he’d only 
known about them. Known where his girl rested her head at night, known where she’d run off 
to all those years ago. Once they’re here he’ll be able to monitor what they come into contact 
with much more closely, make sure nothing comes to harm his perfect little family. 

He’s not naive, he knows it will be a difficult adjustment at first, but he’ll make sure his 
brilliant boy has anything he could possibly need or want. Give him the tools he’d need to 
thrive in his father’s place of birth, his family’s rightful place. Coriolanus is certain he’ll grow 
up to be the perfect Snow, even if he came into this world illegitimately. That alone should be 
enough to calm his fretting mother’s nerves at the idea of their child growing up here. If it 
isn’t, time will do what he cannot. Having every luxury at your fingertips has a way of 
growing on you, and with his Lucy Gray’s weakness for beauty, it shouldn’t take very long. 
He recalls giving her his dear mother’s old compact, how she immediately softened when she 
saw her own lovely reflection in it’s mirror. 

Of course, Coriolanus knows he’ll have to correct certain ideas his Lucy Gray has filled their 
son’s head with. Get him to understand that life is about survival of the fittest, in more ways 
than he’s already experienced. In more complex, underhanded ways he’s never had to 
encounter in his simple life before. Silas Ochre is intimately aware of one’s own need to 
commit vexatious or distasteful tasks to ensure one’s survival. That if he comes into contact 
with an angry bear that he’d need to kill it, even though it’s likely a mother bear trying to 
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protect her young. That if he sees a bird’s nest, he needs to take the eggs for sustenance and 
leave a mother bird saddened at the lost of her babies. It’s the circle of life, it’s not personal, 
Holly May has thankfully taught his son that when his mother couldn’t, still soft-hearted little 
thing she is. 


He asks himself if perhaps introducing his children with Livia to Silas Ochre would be 
wise, if he’d be a positive influence on them. Show them what a smart, fit, capable Snow 
man looks like. Livia would be mortified of course, and painfully punitive if she chose to 
divorce him over it to the point where she might try to harm his loves. So it’ll have to come 
later, once he’s ascended as high in power as he possibly could, once there’s nothing anyone 
can easily do to him that he couldn’t do worse to them. By then, he’ll be so powerful he 
could do as he likes. Leave Livia if she doesn’t leave him, marry his Lucy Gray and 
legitimize Silas Ochre and every other child they’ll have, leave his inheritance to them 
knowing they’d handle it much more judiciously than any of Livia’s children would be able 
to. 


He wouldn’t leave them with nothing, they’re still his sons. But no measurable power, 
all that would go to his children with his girl. If he’d had any idea over a decade ago that his 
wife’s children would be less useful than dirt and that his children with Lucy Gray would be 
as valuable as they are he’d have never bred with Livia. He would’ve dragged his songbird 
back to his home by the soft feathers on her head if he’d had to and simply married her, risen 
high in the ranks despite his lack of funds and her low birth, knowing the Plinths would’ve 
been more than happy to take them both in. They’d have looked at Lucy Gray like the 
daughter they never had, and he, the perfect replacement for their loving son. They’d have 
been easily convinced to help The Covey back in District 12, easing Lucy Gray’s mind about 
her living situation. 


His substitute parents would love his Silas Ochre, and any other stunning little babes his 
Lucy Gray would birth. Dote on them but allow their parents to do the proper parenting, 
unlike the foolhardy Cardews, knowing their parents would guide and rear their young 
wisely. The Plinths like Calix well enough but Livia never allows him to spend much time 
with them, “Dirty District scum” she calls them, in her shrill, intrusive tone. When the 
District scum paid for well over half of their wedding and every additional demand she’d had, 
she didn’t seem to mind too much where the money came from. 


Even when Livia isn’t trying to be aggravating, she still manages to be. Coriolanus feels 
she may have been raised to believe she’s more attractive than she is, and could therefore 
have a much more vexing personality. But they’re all mistaken. It’s not as though she was 
ugly, per se. Her pointed nose, lips with a sharp Cupid’s bow and bright blue irises in eyes 
lined with thick blonde lashes contained a sort of symmetrical appeal, but just doesn’t 
compare to the dark, enchanting beauty of his Lucy Gray. 


He thinks back to when he’d first laid eyes on her. Even thinking she’d be dead in a matter 
of days didn’t stop Coriolanus from seeing her loveliness. He’d initially regarded her as 
simply a very pretty and talented tool he could use to bring himself up, parade her around for 
all to see how entertaining she could be and make him look better. But even talking to her a 
few times had him realize how special she was, her unique form of strength and 
perseverance. How entrancing her brand of charisma was, how sweet and warm her praise 
and compliments felt. He recognized he had to strive to summon her ardor. Not play a part 
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exactly, but display his more chivalrous and charming traits. She made him better, not just 
made him seem better or brought him admiration. She made him fight to keep her in several 
ways and evidently he failed at one, at the very least. 


He’ll get her back in time, and their son, and ergo their future. 
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Chapter 3 


For nearly twelve years Coriolanus has developed a habit of recalling memories with his 

Lucy Gray any time he was stressed or upset. Sometimes he’d embellish them if they were 
unfortunate, he’d form new day dreams around them and shift a negative occasion into a 
better, happier one. For instance, if he remembered how his songbird flew away from him and 
out of his life for years, he’d change it. That she’d run back, confused about why he’s 
screaming. She’d look at him relieved to have found the scarf but worried about his snake 
bite. She’d walk him over to the lake and drip water to cleanse his wound, carefully placing 
her delicate fingers over the holes and empty them of any venom. Take the injury into her 
mouth and suck out any contaminated blood through her teeth, and literally lick his wound 
clean. He’d feel the pain begin to dissipate and his paranoia leave his body like the poison 
from the snake. 
He’d make sure his Lucy Gray rinsed out her mouth thoroughly, the last thing they needed 
was her to get ill. Unbeknownst to him, and likely her as well, she was already a mother. Silas 
Ochre was quietly and steadily growing inside her as his parents took care of each other. 
Relieved, they’d begin resume their business, the rain clearing up would allow them to forage 
roots or sweet late summer berries to pop in her mouth and coat her tongue in juices he’d 
taste when he kissed her. He’d gently confess his guilt regarding Sejanus and explain his 
hesitation, gaining any minor trust he’d lost right back. He’d lay on his regret heavily, 
perhaps even making her feel bad for doubting his intentions or integrity. He’d say he didn’t 
want to admit he’d gotten his rebel friend killed because he’s so deeply ashamed. 


“Oh, my poor brother. My actions caused your violent demise and now that sorrow and 
blameworthiness will haunt me forever.” 


She’d say it wasn’t his fault, that this life hurts us all and not everyone’s end is fair. That 
they’d see his dear friend again in the afterlife nonsense she went on about. She’d comfort 
him, grazing her fingers over his still short hair as he laid his head on her chest for solace as 
he lamented his mistake, languishing on the shore of their lake. 

They’d dispose of the guns together, leaving all the vileness behind them. He’d explain his 
plan, how now he has an opportunity to make both their lives better but that it’ll take time. 
That she’|l need to hide and be patient for him as he works to ensure the future they deserve. 
They’d make love again before he left. Inhale her fruity, floral aroma as he trails ambitious 
kisses over her lips, neck, chest. Undress her slowly, trying to control his dire need to feel her 
under him bare. He knows now, how plagued with longing he still feels at not being able to 
physically sense her small palms and callused but elegant fingers on him. On his throat as 
they kiss, on his chest for support, undoing his pants. 

He remembers how her lips felt against his, how his overtook hers and almost consuming her 
through buss. How the kisses would start light, as they always do but grow rougher, hungrier, 
greedier. Coriolanus never felt fully satisfied at the end of their kisses, he never wanted them 
to end. His voracious appetite for her was persistent. One kiss would become two, then three, 
then they were hidden away in some alley behind The Hob. Grabbing and groping each other, 
augmenting their mutual familiarity with each other’s bodies. 

Resisting the urge to pin her down on the filthy ground of that place and take her was one of 
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the most difficult tests of his self-control. She obviously didn’t want to have their first time be 
in the back of a dirty black market where anyone could see her being used like a common 
whore. No, they had to wait. They’d gone to The Covey’s small wooden house at the edge of 
The Seam and laid in her small bed. Rough feeling sheets and lumpy mattress under them as 
they explored each other ravenously. 

Coriolanus revels in the memory of the only time he’d been able to have her in her 
completely, no one watching, no one coveting his girl from him, no one distracting either of 
them from their shared desires. Only he and his girl, alone and content with each other. His 
uniform looking more and more tattered as she and he both rip it off of him, her raggedy old 
dress almost destroyed from his impatience. Moth-eaten and frayed but in his way, impeding 
his full view of his Lucy Gray. His mind loiters on the way her body looked all those year 
ago, how her tiny, malnourished and relatively uncared for frame held more temptation for 
him than any vain, artificially curvaceous girl in The Capital ever could. 

He reminisced on the way her collarbones dove down to her chest, the beguiling way she’d 
wear her dresses to emphasize her small mounds, now open to him for feasting his eyes on. 
He’d imagined for weeks what she’d feel like on him, what details of her’s he’d be privy to 
once she was mere inches from his pining eyes. The way her body hair emulated a light 
dusting of black goose down all over her, curving to flatter the peaks and valleys of her 
figure. A trail of it from her belly button down to her mons pubis resembled a flower 
blooming, encouraging the lust in Coriolanus that had been building for months by that point. 
He took Lucy Gray’s neck in his broad palm and kissed her, letting her be in charge of how 
quickly they’d do this. Letting her open her silky lips to allow his tongue in her mouth, gently 
placed his hands on her lower back and dragging it down to cup her small, zaftig bottom. 
Hearing her almost inaudible cries of enjoyment coupled with her pelvis rising and falling 
towards him, partly from his grip and partly from her own movements. Her little mewls at 
how he was touching her was more effective at inebriating him than any alcoholic beverage. 
He could listen to her soft voice whine and whimper for him for hours, he’d have done and 
would still do anything to hear that again. 

She’d eventually pressed herself against his painful erection and placed his hands on her 
modest and perky breasts, evidently aroused even if only by half as much as he’d been. He 
trailed his available hand down and felt her warm and wet. He slowly moved his fingers in 
her quim, reveling in the silkiness of her lips. Her slickness coated his fingers and he couldn’t 
resist and had to taste, sticking his fingers in his mouth not caring if she witnesses his 
desperation for her. His relentless need to know and possess every part of her humanly 
possible was probably already clear anyway. 

She must’ve known on some level, the power she held over him, and she must’ve enjoyed it. 
He’d want nothing more than to have that same emotional domination over his songstress. 
But he doesn’t, so all he could do was savor what he was being given in that moment, to 
preserve the echo of her in his mind. To brand into his brain the look of concupiscence on his 
Lucy Gray’s face, to tattoo on his inner eyelid how she’d pant with parted, reddened lips as 
he’d glaze his fingers in the confirmation of her attraction and want for him with her 
watching as he did. To memorize the sounds she’d make when he’d dive his face into the 
crook of her neck and sup on her. How her cries would grow louder when he’d moved his 
fingers quickly, relieved his lack of experience wasn’t making poor showing. 

He slowly but surely started losing the paper thin control he’d managed to keep as he began 
grinding his frustrated stiffness still in his underwear against her supple thigh and groaning in 
her ear, his way of alerting her of his needs. His need of gratification by her, anything she’s 
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willing to give. She looked down at his length and he gazed upon her face, how the 
perspiration gathered on her hairline, how her face blushed from her ears to the apples of her 
cheeks and point of her tiny nose and her swollen lips. She softly found the hem of his 
underwear and pulled down, releasing his tumidity. 

He was almost embarrassed at how conspicuously it showed his inner sentiments. He was 
nearly delirious with want for her to the point he wasn’t sure she’d understand, that his 
passion for her might reach heights that would frighten her. He was merely a supplicant at her 
mercy, filled with gratitude for any scrap of affection she was able to give him. 

She gingerly gripped him in her precious hand and began a pull-push motion that 
momentarily rendered Coriolanus incapable of thinking. She looked back in his eyes, as if 
asking for approval for what she was doing to him. He couldn’t verbally answer, just let his 
obvious body language take over. He touched her as she touched him, growing impossibly 
more and more raring for each other. He relishes now, as a man of nine and twenty, in the 
recollection from twelve years ago of her hand tugging at him as he drenched his digits in her 
honey. 

He thinks of how he positioned himself above her as the sudden nervous look on his girl’s 
face. Nothing obvious, but a shade of fear and concern painted her dark eyes for a few 
seconds. In that moment he knew what Billy Taupe had implied about his Lucy Gray was 
utter nonsense, this was as new to her as it was to Coriolanus. Any doubt he’d felt about the 
subject was wholly ridiculous, he chided himself internally for being stupid enough to fall 
even slightly to a dirty rat’s taunts. His Lucy Gray was not a careless girl, who else would she 
ever feel comfortable and trusting enough to have this experience with but him? They’d saved 
each other, in every way a person could be saved. He slowly sheathed himself in her and 
luxuriated in the sensation she was causing him, careful not to hurt her too much. He saw the 
tears welling in her eyes, clearly pained, hoping the experience will be worth her trouble. He 
couldn’t envelope himself in her entirely, her hilt hitting his head with a few centimeters of 
his to spare despite her flowing arousal. He cautiously pulled himself out slightly to plunge 
back in, again and again, feeling her adjust slowly to his presence inside her. 

It took all his self-discipline to keep himself from humiliating himself by reaching climax too 
quickly. It was all too much. The exquisite scent of her, the moans, whimpers and sighs that 
would escape her delicious mouth whether he was kissing her or not, the heat radiating off of 
them both, and feeling of her hands gripping him by his torso and scratching his back, leaving 
marks he’d look at in the mirror later that day. His left hand never left her folds, pressing on 
the button he’d found that caused the heavenly sounds and muscle spasms he’d never known 
he’d needed until she showed him. He was determined to let get her to completion before he 
would, he’d needed to prove to his girl that sex with him would be good. That he wanted her 
to enjoy herself and languish in the rapture he could provide for her. After an arduous few 
minutes, he’d felt her contracting around him, her cries had become higher pitched and her 
head tilts back exposing her neck perfectly for him to leave his mark on, to show everyone 
exactly who Lucy Gray Baird belongs to. Seconds after she’d finished, he allowed himself to 
catch up. He couldn’t even control himself enough to pull himself out, he’d expended it all 
on her. He filled her with his seed, unknowingly starting the family he’d always wanted. 

They’d laid there for a while completely tangled in each other and napped, they’d exhausted 
each other. 

When he compares the absolutely perfect manor in which he and his girl had conceived their 
son to the almost clinical and detached way he and Livia conceived Calix and the incoming 
child as well, it seems comedically cruel. Why on earth would he ever come close to loving 
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his vacuous sons with the wife he married out of monetary convenience and political 
obligation? When he and Livia consummated their marriage, he couldn’t look down at her. 
His thoughts, even then we’re entirely consumed with his girl. He couldn’t get himself to 
stand at attention on his wedding night unless he thought of the girl who’d escaped him in the 
woods. Every time he looked down and saw Livia’s pale, rosey skin or cornsilk hair or looked 
into her icy blue eyes reflecting back on his own it took him out of the fragile fantasy he was 
trying to create. 

His wife resembled him too much to make any marital occasion with her enticing. Not just 
physically, with their matching skin, hair and eyes but in mindset as well. Livia thinks much 
in the same way Coriolanus does, just myopically. Nothing new to discover lies in her white 
head. In the entire time he’s known her, not a single thing she’d done has surprised him. 
Infuriated him, yes. Annoyed, crossed, vexed, all yes. But never surprised. Part of him was 
relieved at that, Livia could never catch him off guard. But that ease accompanies boredom 
and peeve. 

Lucy Gray kept him guessing from the moment he met her to the moment she’d left him. 
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Chapter 4 


He was impressed at how despite her barbarous surroundings, his girl’s managed to stay 
somewhat civilized. It’s in the little things he notices. She uses soap. She trades some furs 
or roots for spices like sage and cinnamon. She concocts a mixture crushing the spices along 
with pine needles, tree resin and water in a grinder to make a toothpaste and rubs it on her 
teeth every day, and reminds Silas Ochre to do the same. She uses her hair to floss and keep 
herself healthy, she must’ve learned from a young age how imperative oral hygiene is to 
survival. Not only important to protect their sparkling smiles, but bacteria from the mouth 
are able to enter the bloodstream and stick to platelets. Blood clots can form and interrupt the 
flow of blood to the heart, thus triggering a heart attack. He’s sure she doesn’t know the 
scientific specifics, but she knows enough to be cautious. She has a brush she uses to brush 
through her soft, somewhat damaged hair every night at least a hundred times, counted. She 
and Holly May braid each others hair and tie it with twine. She still hums and sings her songs 
whatever she’s doing household chores. He’s proud of how savvy and resilient his girl is, 
how wonderfully she’s raising their son. 

As gravely as he longs to hold his Lucy Gray and their child in his arms, he knows how at 
peace they are in their little patch of land. He grows more and more ambivalent as they days 
go by about taking them from it. He deeply appreciates being able to see his son have the 
childhood that was stolen from himself. See him play with the boy the traders bring along 
with them from time to time, see him climb trees and run and swim. See him eat sweets when 
his mother had told him to wait until after their meal and seeing his Lucy Gray gently scold 
their son, now taller than she, about spoiling his dinner. It bothers him deeply that when his 
Lucy Gray called Silas Ochre, that his last name was Baird. Not that he’s legally registered 
but it’s the principle. Legalities like those are one of the main issues pressing him to just 
extract them. “Silas Ochre Snow” sounds much better anyway, as does Lucy Gray Snow. 
“The latter name change will obviously have to wait a tad longer than that of his son’s. 

He enjoys listening in on conversations that go on only between Lucy Gray and her friend 
Holly May. He knows he shouldn’t but there’s just something irresistible about hearing his 
girl’s thoughts without her knowing he can. Finding out what she’d been doing in the decade 
she’s been out of his grip. 


“[’m only saying,” Holly May says “John Christopher is not an ugly man and he’s 
absolutely smitten with you, he has been for years.” 


“How is that relevant?” Lucy Gray retorts 


“Honey how long has it been since you’ve had a man?” Holly May asks “And don’t fib, 
it’s been over twelve years at the very least. You and I haven’t spent more than a few hours 
apart since Silas Ochre was born. Well, unless I’m on my trips but we both know you can’t do 
much during that time.” 


“Since you helped me birth him, ’sides I don’t much care for men touching me and a man 
can’t do what my own fingers can.” 
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Coriolanus is surprised at this. Lucy Gray touches herself? Why hasn’t he seen this? Have 
the cameras simply missed this? He’ll have to move a few closer to the window pointing to 
her bed. 


“Oh a woman don’t take a man into bed for that, it’s for company. You know that good and 
well, Lu.” 


Coriolanus wants to bludgeon Holly May for encouraging his songbird to fuck some dirty, 
common trader. Whatever her intentions may be, the very idea makes him want to choke her 
until the light leaves her eyes. 


“Well I’ve only ever had the experience once and nice as it was, it only took once to end 
up with Silas Ochre.” Lucy Gray reminds her 


“Wait you and he only laid together once?” Holly May asks incredulous “Weren’t you two 
together for months?” 


“Well sure but that didn’t mean I was ready.” She says kneeling down to grab more 
dandelions “Shit I thought I was approaching being ready while I was with the one before that 
and turns out I was more than right to have waited.” 


Coriolanus smiles widely at the confirmation that Billy Taupe never had his Lucy Gray 
like he did. One could say he never had her at all. 


“Well honey, just because you got knocked up in the past over doing it just once don’t 
mean it’ll happen again.” 


“Well sure but Holly May it’s more than that. I got plenty of reasons to not do it, hell you 
aughta know. It’s not like you’re out there throwing it around.” 


Coriolanus has developed a new sense of appreciation for the tech department. Without the 
amazing microphones they manufactured he wouldn’t be able to hear how his lovely songbird 
has kept herself pure for him. He could hardly blame her for indulging in herself, why 
wouldn’t she? He knows that’s all he wants to do. 


“You don’t know what I do on my ranges, you’re locked down here because of Silas Ochre 
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so y’all never go anywhere with me. I get around plenty, it’s you that needs a good dickin’. 


“T need air, water, food, shelter, my son and you. I don’t need nothing else, especially 
nothing of that sort.” She insists, aggressively plucking out the yellow flowers from the 
ground 


“T don’t mean to be upsetting you sweetheart, I just fear you’re lonely. Silas Ochre is the 
sweetest little man imaginable and I know my company is unmatched,” she says jokingly 
with a slight flair to her arm “but seeing the traders every few days and only talking to two 
other people, one of whom you birthed, isn’t socializing enough. Don’t you ever miss other 
people? Or men thinking you’re pretty and giving you things for it? Hell, don’t you miss 
making friends or just plain ol’ fuckin?” 


“Well men usually expected far too much in return for their daudles and I never had many 
friends to begin with. As far as fuckin’ goes, I only ever did it once as you know, and I was 
terrified when I did.” 
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“Ts that why you never talk about him? What you didn’t love the guy or something?” Holly 
May asks confused 


“No I did, but that didn’t make it less scary.” 
“What do you mean? Did he force you?” 


“No! No, nothing like that. It’s just... honey my mother’s sister died giving birth to a baby 
girl who didn’t even live a full week after that and my grandmother died of a loving disease. I 
know exactly what the ramifications of not being careful can be, and who knows just where 
those men have been. They’re nice to us and they’re not hard to look at but just the thought 
that I could catch something we can’t treat and I’d leave Silas Ochre without his mother like I 
was left without mine kills any craving I could possibly have for that kind of activity.” 


Coriolanus nods to himself at this, gripped by his own pride at his perfect songbird. This is 
his Lucy Gray, judicious, smart, loyal, considerate, a consummate mother. Of course she 
wouldn’t go whoring around with some filthy strangers. 


“Oh Lu, I hadn’t realized... I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to push you.” 
‘That’s right,’ he thinks ‘apologize to my girl for trying to egg her on to defile herself.’ 


“You didn’t, I know you’re doing it from a good place Holly May.” Lucy Gray grips her 
basket “Silas Ochre is the biggest blessing life could’ve ever given me and I’ll never 
understand what I did to deserve a boy as great as him, but if I hadn’t found you when I did 
by sheer luck he and I would both be dead. Shit, if we’d found you and you just weren’t a 
good person we might’ve gotten killed anyway. We can’t have another mouth to feed, and 
clothe and countless other to-do’s babies require. Not to mention if I caught some disgusting 
genital illness I’d kill myself. I’m not dying from infection reaching my brain, changing who 
I am and such, I’d sooner drown or slit my throat.” She says emphatically 


Coriolanus chuckles knowing there’s no chance anything like that would happen to her 
now. Even the slightest hint of illness or danger and he’s sending out the best team available 
to him to fetch them, even her slutty friend if only to not upset his son. 


It’s small glimpses into her life like these that keep Coriolanus from losing his mind every 
day. At best, his life is monotonous. Most days he’s dealing with tedious projects, setting up 
for the next games, or schmoozing with colleagues he can’t stand in order to ensure a future 
for the children he has that wouldn’t appreciate the importance of it. He’s instructing snot- 
nosed kids right out of the academy, most of whom can’t tell their asses from their faces and 
have no idea what they need or want out of their lives since most of them have had it so easy. 
These post-war children lack direction and ambition of any kind and he’s expected to 
generate Panem’s future through them. 

Some particularly taxing days, he’ll spend dealing with superiors. Dr.Gaul died two years 
ago, miscalculated a risk on some personal project and it literally blew up her face. At least, 
that’s the public story. The truth is her style of doing things was too vulgar, it was time for her 
to step aside and she refused to. Coriolanus was left with no choice but to make sure the next 
time she used her eye drops would be the last. He was inherited her position but that also 
means he’s left to deal with people she used to deal with. Men and women, some well into 
their eighties, still in charge of a country they no longer understand and halting the progress 
of those who do. Having to speak to them respectfully as their tattered faces condescend 
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down at his, acting as though anyone thinks they have even the smallest idea what they’re 
doing as they order him to perform senseless tasks for them drives him up the wall. 

And on the truly miserable days, he’s made to spend “quality time” with ‘family’. 
Grandma’am passed not long after his apprenticeship with Dr.Gaul had started, and probably 
for the best. She’d been touched in the head for a few years, but those last few months were 
torturous. Mrs.Plinth is genuinely a saint for having coped with her irrational behavior and 
loud, sometimes even violent outbursts. Tigris and he still talk weekly, but the iciness in their 
relationship never dissipated. She loves him, and he her, but there’s a wall neither of them has 
broken. As for the rest of his “loved ones”, it consists of Livia, Calix, his parents in-law and 
his idiot brother-in-law along with his quiet wife. He and Venilia Cardew tend to sit next to 
each other during these occasions, as neither of them enjoy themselves too much. He 
appreciates her silence and considerate gestures such as guiding her imbecile husband away 
from him and towards his parents or sister after he’s imbibed too much. He’s always trying to 
make “suggestions” to Coriolanus about the games, as if he’s know the first thing about them. 


“Make them funnier!” ‘Make it so they can only hurt each other by pinching!’ “Put them 
in a brothel and have them fuck *then* make them try to kill each other! That’ll put more 
eyes on screens, huh?!” 


Every time Yaelus makes another gormless, asinine comment, Coriolanus has to remind 
himself that his parents help him in his ascension. Although, even his own parents tire of his 
imprudent behavior quickly now. He’s getting to be one and thirty, and he’s still conducting 
himself like an immature clown. He pities his wife, and any children they may have. Should 
they turn out fools, it’d be entirely the fault of their father. A mother’s good rearing can only 
do so much when combating genes. 


20 


Chapter 5 


Coriolanus understands that the way you look is directly related to the way you’re treated, 
with women even more so. Livia herself made it a point to show him that she noticed any 
time he wasn’t looking his best while they were growing up. He himself has made a tweak 
here and there but the amount of time his wife dedicates to her maintenance astounds him, 
especially since there’s no obvious change after the fact. Perhaps that’s the point, no changes, 
no signs of aging or weight gain or anything that would indicate she’s soon to be a mother of 
two. Not that she spends much of her time mothering anyone. He doesn’t understand why 
she’s so absent from their son’s life. He has to work, she stays home all day, she has no 
excuse. They have wait staff so it’s not as though she’s cleaning or cooking, and they have a 
night and day nanny for all the less glamorous aspects of parenting. Neither of them ever did 
anything such as change a diaper and he’s almost certain Livia didn’t breastfeed Calix. Now a 
days the nannies help him with his homework, make sure the child showers, brushes his teeth, 
the nannies taught him how to use the bathroom and clean himself afterward. 

So what does his wife fill most of her time with? Seeing her friends, visiting her family, 
and... he doesn’t care enough to find out. If he’s being completely honest with himself, he 
hopes she’s having an affair. Being cucked isn’t totally beneficial for his public image but it 
would liberate him from this sham of a marriage and keep his slate clean. The pros would 
outweigh the cons. Besides, how many of his colleagues, supporters, opponents and overseers 
have had similar things happen to them. How could they talk? But he won’t get his hopes up. 
Livia is many things but stupid isn’t one of them. Too conceited to realize he’s not attracted to 
her, certainly, but she knows he doesn’t love her. 

He tried to keep up a facade of a smitten young man the first few years of their relationship 
but cracks started to show that he couldn’t conceal. He put off anything too telling at first by 
saying he didn’t want to consummate their relationship until they were married. She thought 
that was very romantic and sweet but in reality, he was scared he wouldn’t be able to perform. 
After a year of dating he proposed and she enthusiastically accepted with ample approval 
from her parents and confusion but support from the Plinths. Especially Mrs.Plinth who was 
aware of how the girl had always acted towards her adoptive son. The wedding planning took 
up enough of her time that he was free of her for much of the time and he was able to focus 
on his work without worrying about “neglecting” his relationship. 

On their wedding night he’d wanted to ensure that no matter how turned off he was by his 
new bride, that he’d sire a child with her. The best insurance for his family’s legacy. It took a 
few tries, and after each one he’d felt like he’d just come back from a urologist’s exam. She’d 
once tried to pleasure him orally and it was a fiasco. He had to quickly explain it away, saying 
he didn’t have experience before her and how the whole thing seemed strange to him. She 
didn’t know much about his relationship with Lucy Gray or the girls he’d taken into his bed 
afterwards to try and forget her, to no avail. Eventually the illusion fell and they were both 
aware of the lovelessness of their marriage, and she’d made peace with it. He knew her 
family would still be his best chances at elevating his position in The Capital and she knew 
exactly what his future held and couldn’t wait to be First Lady of Panem. A position, she 
thinks, only fitting for a woman of her caliber. She’d never do anything reckless enough to 
risk losing that title, certainly not anything as flagrant as a love affair. 
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She, like he, knew that having children is the best and most efficient way of ensuring her 
place as most important woman of Panem. Getting her husband into bed was an exercise in 
persuasion, which she liked, having never been challenged like that before. She suspected 
once that he was attracted to men but quickly did away with the thought, in fear that opening 
that can of worms would only complicate an already tenuous relationship. That was until a 
few days ago, when she’d caught him watching some girl in his office hologram and abusing 
himself. She silently and swiftly walked away from his office and pretended she saw nothing, 
hoping he didn’t hear her small gasp. Realizing it’s not her gender that keeps him from 
wanting her, but apparently, her hair and skin color. At least that was all she could gather 
from the fleeting glimpse she stole. 

She had a momentary surge of jealousy towards the dark haired woman on his screen, not for 
her husband, but for what he had to offer her. Livia quickly quelled it, knowing it was 
senseless. She was his wife, no strange woman would take her position. She’s made herself 
quite the prominent lady, essential to the social scene in The Capital. Should her husband 
betray or replace her, there’d be quite the on-going mess to clean. Her husband is polite and 
charismatic but undervalues immersing himself in his city, seeing himself as too far above his 
countrymen to really ingratiate himself fully among them. That was his mistake, believing his 
last name and the Plinths money and her family would protect him from any criticism or 
demerit. Their future was contingent on them both playing their parts perfectly. 

She may not have come from a particularly loving or gracious family, but they certainly know 
how to build dynasties that last. They were among the few great houses that didn’t fall from 
grace during the The Dark Days. Frugality became their modus operandi but on the outside 
their misé en scene stayed exactly the same. Her brother may not have paid any attention to 
their father as he went on about familial footprint and appearances or birthright and shrewd 
planning, but she did. She made sure she’d kept her last name Cardew after marrying Snow, 
and insisted their children have both names, Snow-Cardew. Eventually her father had to 
begrudgingly admit that his best bet at any historical consequence would be his daughter and 
not his simpleton son. 

Of course Coriolanus has no idea of her scheming or just how much she directly had to do 
with where he was in life and not just her family, too narcissistic and distracted to truly know 
the woman he married. She preferred to keep it that way, lest she emasculate him. Men who 
feel inadequate tend to make more fuss than their worth and she can only imagine the tantrum 
her husband would throw if he knew that his job wasn’t obtained entirely though his merits. 
Too self-involved to realize his supervisor promoted him to Dr.Gaul’s position not because 
she left it inherited to him (as one can’t do that to begin with) being that he was also still too 
young when she’d “passed”, but because Livia goes to dinner with them every week and 
made sure to tell them how knowledgeable he was about their work and how dedicated he 
was to his job. That Helios Clyborne had no way of knowing anything about Coriolanus’s 
work or progress without him hearing of it from Livia’s own mouth during after-dinner 
coffees. Why else would a senator pay any attention to a lowly, barely paid intern under the 
employment of a brilliant but unwell experimentist. He’s as much of an investment to her as 
she is to him. 

So then why would she waste her valuable time and energy raising a child that’s already being 
taken care of when she can hustle to make sure that their children have a future as well as a 
present? Her husband is under the impression that she’s too vapid and myopic to know what 
the family needs when it’s him that’s too far-sighted to see what’s right in front of him. She 
needs to make up for what he lacks. 
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It’s not his absence of affection towards her that bothers her, she doesn’t want any of it. Not 
his obvious distain in his familial obligations or parental duties, she doesn’t much care for 
them either, she can hardly blame him. Not his over-deliverance in his labor as that’s essential 
to sell him to his prospectors, not the frigidity in his relationship with their son as his 
grandparents make up for his inattentiveness. None of that is of enough consequence to 
matter to her. It’s his refusal to convincingly do his part. Everyone in every room the two 
stand in know, in one way or another, how little the two care about each other. There’s only so 
much pantomime of love a woman can perform when she’s only accompanied on stage with a 
cold, dead fish. Not a single time has he even held her hand during a dinner or placed a touch 
on her waist or pregnant belly while at a gathering for the pre-games. All she asks is that he 
devote himself to the charade as she has, and all she gets in return is an eye roll and dismissal. 
As if he’d have a fraction of the fortune he’s acquired if it wasn’t for her. Her watchful 
intervention, her careful assembly of Capitolites invited to their home on special occasions. 
All this work, this diligence applied to ensure the right people are maintained in power so we 
may not slip into chaos and ruin again, and what has he been spending his free time on? 
Leering and masturbation... 
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Chapter 6 


Coriolanus can’t remember another time in his life that something has consumed him the 
way watching over his Lucy Gray and their son has, except his summer with her. Observing 
as Silas Ochre climbing high in a stout sugar maple to find something. Perhaps birds nests or 
younger leaves to mix with roots and other vegetables for a makeshift salad or sweet tea 
warms him and brings a genuine smile to his face, no easy feat. Just last night his son woke 
up from a nightmare and he got the pleasure of hearing his song bird sing him a lullaby until 
he fell back to sleep as she played with soft, sandy hair. He can’t wait to have his girl here 
with him to give her more of his children. Clearly their shared genetic make up brings forth 
extraordinary results. He’d of course need to get a separate nanny for them, he’d want to 
hoard all her attention while he has free time for them. But when he’s working or otherwise 
away, he’d want her occupied with their family. He wonders to himself if they’d produce 
more sons, as seems to be his tendency. He wouldn’t mind, sons tend to strengthen a family’s 
endurance. But a part of him does yearn for a daughter. A little girl he can spoil and dote 
upon, that would carry all her parents’ best features like her older brother seems to. 

He wants to feast on his Lucy Gray, gorge himself on her, even knowing inside that it’s her 
that’s consuming him. That she always has, no matter how far she’s run away from him or 
how little she’s thought of him in these years. That since he’s known her, he’s never been free 
of her. Not a single day since he’s returned from District 12 has passed that he hasn’t thought 
about her, his songbird, his girl, his Lucy Gray. 

He can’t deny the fact that his striving for power is fueled in large part to his desire to keep 
his true loved ones here with him. Yes, control and safety is an important factor. As well as 
comfort and sustainability in it. He never wants to hear vermin crawling around him, or grime 
stuck to his sheets. He never wants to feel as he did while growing up, constantly scared he or 
Tigris or Grandma’am may get hurt or killed, never sure where his next meal will come from 
or if it’ll be safe to eat or if it’ll come at all, dreading what Tigris or he may have to do in 
order to secure it. Frightened he might not have a roof over his head overnight, or a family. 
Except now instead of fearing for the safety of his cousin and grandmother, he fears for the 
safety of the love of his life and their son. 

His son, his darling boy who now a days spends his free time tapping on any surfaces he can 
find to create little jingles and humming to songs his mother’s taught him. Some old from her 
Covey days, some new. Some he hasn’t heard because she won’t sing them out loud, she’ll 
only write them down in her songbook and he drives himself mad wondering what thoughts 
of hers he’s not privy to. What she could possibly be ruminating on in the trusted, but false 
privacy of her little pretend house. 

She watches the rain coming down on the flimsy glass of her windows relaxing as Coriolanus 
is nearly deranged from the soiled live footage. He relies on these images for his sanity, for 
his few moments of solace from the constant exasperation of the rest of his life. The rain 
eventually dissipates and he sits on the feelings he’d just experienced over not seeing his girl 
for what must’ve been merely five minutes but felt like hours. She’s back on his desk, clearly 
replicated miles from where she’s sitting just as she likely was in the few moments his eyes 
weren’t on her. The way his body responded at not seeing his girl was violent. 
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“My heart started racing,” he thinks to himself “my hands got shakey and sweaty. I felt 
anxiety I haven’t experienced since the 10th games, I even still feel nauseous even though I 
can see her plainly right here. I was thinking of killing the people who made these cameras, 
blaming them for the temporary delay in transmission. You can’t apply wipers to a camera so 
small it looks like the stem of a wildflower, or a bird’s eye, or the curve in a tree’s wood.” 


He understands this, as is the equipment is a feat of modern engineering and computation. 
His reaction reminded him of Highbottom. How one day he’d returned to his office and found 
he was out of morphling. How he’d wrecked the room trying to find anything left of the 
substance, his raging, his screaming until someone provided him with more. 


“Withdrawal.” Clemensia had said, probably fifteen years ago now “The man’s a total 
junkie, so now if he’s not high he’s completely out of control.” 


“But when he’s high he’s just acting like he usually does.” I commented 


“Well, sure. At that point you’re not even using to get high anymore, you don’t feel high 
with a tolerance that strong. It’s just so that you don’t get withdrawal. Addicts will lose their 
tempers, sob, have body aches, get sick, even have heart attacks if they’re not on it. Florus 
Friend’s grandfather got hooked and during The Dark Days when they couldn’t afford the 
stuff anymore he lost his mind and killed their maid, then had a heart attack and died. It’s 
sad.” 


Is Coriolanus an addict? Had he only been able to kick his habit by being forced to quit 
cold turkey only to be reintroduced to his drug years later, even if just in painfully minor 
doses? Would he be rendered entirely useless once he gets her here or would it help his 
resolve, fuel him? He’s not stupid, he knows he and his girl wouldn’t work out under normal 
circumstances. They’re too different, and she has more power over him than he’d ever be 
comfortable allowing freely. Could that be the solution? Keeping his addiction contained to 
one place and one place only? Not tawdrily partaking in his craving out in the open for 
everyone to gawk at. It wouldn’t be safe for anyone if he did that anyway, at least not at first. 
He has rivals and enemies on all sides. Anyone could pluck his songbird from his grip and 
twist her fragile neck, or worse. He’d need to keep their son safe as well, he can only do that 
if they’re close under his wing and a secret from everyone. 

They wouldn’t be prisoners, especially not Silas Ochre. He’d have a new house built for 
them, spacious so his songbird doesn’t feel caged in and comfortable with every amenity his 
true family could ask for and round-the-clock security. He knows his son would adjust to his 
home quickly, understand this is what’s best for us all, his dear mother in particular. 
Coriolanus can sympathize with his son on how difficult it must be every time they don’t get 
enough food to last them through the harsher times. How feeble he must feel as a boy to not 
be able to care for his mama. He’l attend school through private tutors and trainers in every 
sport to take advantage of every athletic ability he can. That his mother might be stubborn 
and wild but that in time she’ll realize the same and want it for the rest of their children, too. 
No ache will last and no hunger will be endured, no discomfort will be tolerated. He can’t 
bear to think of how many misfortunes and disadvantages they’ve had to experience. 

Livia had said when they’d just been married 


“You clutch over your possessions with a vice grip. You’re more protective over objects 
than people.” 


25 


“Well, I couldn’t protect my mother, but I could protect her compact and scarf. I couldn’t 
protect my father, but I can protect his name.” 
Objects are simple to protect, they don’t act on their own accord and do stupid, short-sighted, 
impulsive things that hurt or endanger them. Objects don’t need explanations or clear end 
goals, they don’t have ulterior motives or desires for themselves. They don’t doubt your 
intentions to protect them and act as though you’ll cause them harm because they don’t 
immediately understand why you need them to do what you need them to do. They just stay 
put and don’t move until one moves them. His Lucy Gray *is* his so that he has full authority 
over what happens to her, same goes for his son. That’s what saved them during the games 
and in District 12 and that’s what will save them now. 


He knows she’ll be greatly upset and scared, that she won’t enjoy being taken from her 
primitive but cozy, even relaxing home and placed somewhere she couldn’t roam, somewhere 
she would know she’s likely being monitored. Silas Ochre would probably be uncomfortable 
with it at first as well. But even if it takes years, he knows this is what’s best for them all, 
even Holly May. She may get the most freedom the soonest if she knows how to play her 
cards right. She could be Coriolanus’s friend from District 12 that he’s employing here, he’ll 
figure out the story later. 


He’!I have the family he was always entitled to but never allowed to enjoy, one way or 
another. 
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Chapter 7 


Lucy Gray woke up today much like she had every morning for the past twelve or so 
years, wrapped in warmer clothes, even socks and gloves to bear the chilly nights, to the 
smell of Holly May making something since she was always a much earlier riser. Today; 
sugarpine cone jam. She turned over on her little cot to see her baby boy and her dearest 
friend chuckling quietly together so to not wake her. Holly May is stirring the pot as Silas 
Ochre stands next to her, smelling the fragrant aroma of sweet maple, cinnamon and pine as 
they chat about last night’s trappings. She disrobes a bit from her many layers like a butterfly 
emerging from her cocoon and stretches herself out before walking over to them to kiss her 
boy’s cheek. 

He immediately changes the subject, knowing how queasy all the talk of blood and guts can 
make his gentle mother. Lucy Gray heads outside with their scuttle to gather water for 
freshening up. She inhales the chilly morning air deeply and walks on into the forest 
composed of what would seem like a million distinct species of plants and animals, from the 
most common shrub to the rarest of insects. She walks along the now imbedded trail the 
three of them and their trader friends have left towards the stream. The closer she gets, the 
louder the bubbling of the water sounds. The birds are singing, the sun is shining brightly, 
bringing out the brilliant colors in her surroundings and warming her brown skin. She’s 
eating well, they’re clean, they’re all healthy, everything is blooming and harvestable, her son 
is happy and her best friend is too. Everything is perfect. 

So why has she had this persistent inkling in her belly for weeks now? Why does she feel 
anxious and weary every time she does anything outside of the cottage or even inside at 
times? Her stomach has been twisting and turning into knots for weeks and those knots have 
only grown. She keeps thinking she hears sounds that are impossible, that she hasn’t heard in 
well over a decade. Sounds like small mechanical whirls and electric blips every few hours. 
She keeps having this primal, animal sensation that something is watching them all. She’s 
gone out into the woods before just to check if John Christopher and his men have been 
around or if Holly May has brought someone back with her after a hunt with Si, but nothing is 
ever discovered from it. 

Perhaps it’s just old wounds opening back up. She was near Silas Ochre’s age when her 
family was rounded up and forced to move into District 12, when her father died and when 
her mother died. She’d hate to have to give up everything they’ve all struggled to build here, 
all their freedoms, all their serenity. She supposes that once you have things to lose, those 
things become all the more precious. It makes sense that she’d be more on edge when 
everything seems too easy, nothing much has ever been easy for them. Getting the water for 
example is a whole process and it hurts her fingers to grip the container, but she didn’t want 
to bother Holly May or Si since they looked so wholesome. She’s a grown woman, hurting 
fingers or not she can do this herself. She considers bathing right here in the stream despite 
how cold the water’s running but she just feels so exposed. Even knowing there’s no one else 
out in these woods with her, she’d feel more secure knowing Holly May and her weapons 
would just be a yell away right inside. 

Perhaps it’s the fear that she’d likely be collected by the forces in 12. For all she knows Lipp 
might still be hunting her down, one doesn’t just forget the pain that the loss of a child would 
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cause. Lucy Gray can’t imagine the overwhelm and despair she’d feel at the loss of Silas 
Ochre. Mayfair would be twenty seven now, likely married and with children of her own and 
Mayor Lipp will never know that. The forces of twelve might be pathetic compared to the 
rest of Panem, but it’s still much more than her and Holly May have. She’s considered 
trading a lot of their supplies for a gun, if the boys could find one, and ammunition with it, 
but the price would be mighty steep. She’d need to learn how to handle it and that alone 
would cost plenty of ammunition. She’s also tried to gear herself up with weapons her Silas 
Ochre and Holly May use to hunt, but she can’t bare hurting an innocent animal who’s done 
her no harm, even knowing how necessary it is. 

Knowing it’s all probably just in her head does little to calm her. She lingers by the stream, 
letting the cold water on her hands ground her and breathes in, letting the fresh air fill her 
chest. It’s not lost on her that if they ever were to get captured by them that her son is right at 
the age to be entered into the hunger games. If we were taken, Lipp would probably rig it like 
he did with her and take her son away from her to die a cruel, public and painful death before 
killing her and Holly May. Lucy Gray tries to shake the thought out of her brain and starts 
lugging the water back home to boil. She’s been a while, they’! start wondering where she’d 
wandered to. 

In the cottage they’re already eating breakfast, drinking their tea and scarfing down the bread 
she baked yesterday with jam that Holly May finished last week, quickly as they want to take 
advantage of the day’s light. She tries not to ask too much about what they get up to on their 
little excursions, not wanting to hear much about all the death and mess required to bring 
home meat. She readies the scuttle on the fireplace and sets it to boil. She looks on at her 
little family with gratitude and relief. Whatever might be cluttering her mind bears no 
apparent illness on them, thankfully restricting it’s harm to Lucy Gray’s already damaged 
psyche. They announced they’re heading out for their daily plans and she busies herself while 
their out, cleaning up after everyone, prepping for supper, finishing any pelts or sewing the 
stitches on some other readier pieces. If she has free time she’ll write in her songbook, any 
passing or persistent thoughts that she has. 

She’s written in more pages this last month than she has in a long while, feeling more 
cleansed after every stroke, but she knows the clarity won’t last. It’s something intuitive, 
something in her bones that’s letting her know something has changed. She knows she’s not 
cracked or stupid, she’s lived this long thanks to her listening to her gut so she won’t stop 
now. She just doesn’t know how to explain this to Holly May, much less to her boy. She’s 
startled by a squirrel on her open window sill and looks back at its black, beady eyes, feeling 
silly for having been spooked. Still, it’s the feeling of vigilance she just can’t shake... 
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Chapter 8 


All Lucy Gray wants is the peace of mind she’d strived for since having Silas Ochre. She 
was finally free of any looming paranoia, any doubt that she’d be okay or that her son would 
be. She trusts Holly May like no one else she’s ever known, even her covey family. Holly 
May helped her birth Silas Ochre, and took her in at great cost to herself all to help Lucy 
Gray and her baby. She’d be devastated if anything were to happen to either of them and she 
still can’t find the words to explain her feelings to her. 

Holly May is the most secure person she’d ever met, in more ways than one. Lucy Gray 
looks on out the window as Holly May helps Si with his aim. Her bright red hair flaring and 
flickering in the sun and wind, even in her ponytail against her pale, freckled skin. Seeing her 
verdant eyes sparkle with pride every time Si gets a better shot warms her. But her mind 
morbidly trails to imagining her warm, blanched face stained by blood, suffering from an 
attack Lucy Gray knew was coming but couldn’t figure out how to warn about. 

“God this kid learns shit like he’s born to it.” Holly May says coming in, covered in sweat 
and dirt from the work 


“T know, he takes to the things you teach him like a moth to cotton.” 
“Nah, don’t compare him to a moth.” 

“Why?” Lucy Gray asks chuckling 

“T don’t like moths.” 

“Why not? They’re just smaller butterflies.” 


“They eat my cotton clothes and they fly like they were born crooked.” She says 
mimicking how they supposedly fly with her long fingers and broad palmed hands and gets a 
real laugh outta Lucy Gray. 


“Well that’s not a fair judgement, we’re all a little broken, Hol.” 
“Hey, I got a question for ya.” She says pulling up a chair next to Lucy Gray’s cot 
“Yes?” Lu says, looking up briefly from her sewing 


“Do I have to crack your skull open and riffle through your brain to figure out what’s been 
clouding your mind lately or will you make it easier and just tell me?” Holly May asks 


“That seems like a very aggressive way of asking me how I’ve been.” Lucy Gray 
responds with a small smirk on her lips 


“Fuck yeah, I’m aggressive as shit.” She responds also laughing a bit “Now c’mon, what 
you keepin’ secrets from us for?” She says, her Appalachian accent stronger than Lucy Gray’s 


“Tt’s not that I’m keeping secrets from anyone.” She looks out at Silas Ochre to make sure 
he’s still throwing his ax “it’s just... I can’t find the right words to string together and express 
what I’m feeling. Cause that’s all it is, it’s feelings.” 
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“Bah,” she goes as she rubs her dirt-covered hands on her forehead “I hate when you get 
like this. It’s like your own head gets in your way. Just say it ‘I’m hungry, I’m scared, I’m 
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horny, I’m pissed’, there’s not that many feelings you could be havin’. 
“Alright, I supposed I’m scared.” 


“Of what? Si and I’ll go kill it now. Member that moose that was botherin’ us last year? 
Did a number on it didn’t we, even though it was roughin’ us up like a demon outta hell.” 


Lucy Gray couldn’t explain clearly what she meant. Not just from the lack of verbal cues 
but from fear that whatever’s watching her was also *listening*. 


‘Oh jeez,’ she thinks ‘I’m really starting to think craziness.’ 


“Not..” she trails off and mutters “fuck.” Had Holly May learned to, she could simply 
write it in her book and have her read it. Then she’d understand her feelings, her insecurity. 


“Oh for all that’s good Lu, spit it out.” 
“T feel watched,” She whispers “and listened to.” 


“What?” Holly May responds, more confused than before “Like that someone who’s a 
stranger is ooglin’ at you? At us?! Who?!” She asks alarmed now. 


“T can’t explain it, and I can never find anything that proves I’m not just going mad!” She 
keeps whispering “All I know is that I’ve had this feeling in the pit of my stomach for a 
month or so now, but I couldn’t say anything that didn’t sound vague or crazy so I shut up on 
it.” 

“You sure it wasn’t just Silas Ochre being a little shit and scaring you? Or me being 
accidentally creepy, as I tend to be?” 


“I’m positive, I’ve even felt it while seeing other people plainly. Like you two, or JC and 
his boys.” 


“So you don’t even think it’s them?” 


“They’re mighty athletes if they can run back from here to wherever they gather their 
supplies for multiple days over multiple hours.” Lucy Gray says, letting her see the 
impossibility of them as suspects. 


“Shit... well Lucy Gray, sure as my name is Holly May Dumont, I know you’re not 
looney. So I’m gonna go out and scout the area. If someone’s watching us, they wont have 
eyes to watch with for much longer.” She says, roughly getting up from her seat 


“Wait! No, no!” She says normally now “What if they’ll realize we know and... change 
what they’re doing?” Again, not knowing how to properly express the feeling of threat she’s 
experiencing. 

“Hell, I mean what does ‘change’ mean here? That they’ll run away? Unlikely. That they’ll 
attack us all and kill us? Or worse, kill my son and use you and me for whatever they’d like? 
I can’t risk that.” 


“Well we can’t just stay here like sittin’ ducks, Lu! You got me all agitated here!” She 
exclaims 
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“This is exactly why I wanted to keep all this muck to myself! No good tellin’ when 
there’s nothing to be done about it.” 


“Aww shit, honey well just what do you expect me to do about this? Sit here and knit?” 


“T don’t expect anything of you, that’s why I didn’t say anything. I shoulda just kept my 
trap shut.” She sighs 


“No! Lucy Gray you should’ve told me this when you started feeling it! Maybe we 
coulda caught the fucker and made clothes from the pervert’s back! Coulda made Si a perv- 
skin hat, but now that it’s been weeks the rotten bastard’s probably just gotten better at 
hiding!” She says, looking out the window at their kid and scowling. “Honey you gotta speak 
up about these things.” 


“T know, I just didn’t know how to.” She says, even still a bit relieved to have whispered 
the truth of her mind out and hopeful the creep didn’t hear. 


“T’m gonna call Silas Ochre inside, he should know this, too.” 


“No! He can’t know yet, he’s too young. He’ll be like you, he’ll wanna act without even 
thinking it through and he’s tall but he’s still a kid.” 


“Well he can’t just be roamin’ around the woods blind to what could be threatenin’ him!” 
Holly May reasons “He needs to know, mama. But you should be the one to tell him.” 


“..fine.” She almost whimpers, tears stinging her eyes “Call him in.” 
She walks to the door and yells “Si! Come in here, your mama needs you!” 


He trots in, skin blotchy red and sweaty from exerting himself. Silas Ochre has a fixation 
on doing the absolute best he can at everything. 


“This about Mom’s birthday? Cause I already have an idea.” He says with a small smile, 
never being one of very beaming disposition. He looks at his mother and his aunt, sees their 
somber faces and his smile drops from his lips “I’m guessin’ not...” 


“ce ” 
“What’s wrong?” He asks, concerned now. 


“Um, Si baby, have you noticed anything strange around lately?” Lucy Gray asks him, 
seeing if maybe he’d inherited any of her preternatural senses. 


“Ssstrange how?” He asks “I mean, I’m growin’ hair in some gross places and my voice 
keeps cracking at weird times. But that’s more about me than ‘around’, ya know?” 


“No, honey that’s fine. I mean like, are you feeling..anything abnormal?” 


“Hmm... I got real sick the other day after eatin’ some fish that was too old, lesson 
learned.” 


“Um, son,” Holly May starts “your mother means more like, have you felt 
anyone..watchin’ you?” 


“Johnny’s little guy was following me around the last time they were here, that’s all I can 
think of.” 
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“So nothing upsetting or scary?” Lucy Gray asks 


“No, why? What’s this about?” He asks, growing annoyed at the tension and mystery as he 
spots a juicy squirrel on the sill of their window. “Ooh, hold on mama, avert your eyes.” He 
says as he grabs his slingshot from his belt before either of his parents could say anything and 
shoots a rounded pebble at the creature, nailing it in the eye but not hearing the small, familiar 
squelch of flesh ripping. 

He runs outside to check his game and sees the spot where it fell completely empty, not even 
the pebble left, or any blood. 


“What the hell?” 
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Chapter 9 


Just like Highbottom, Coriolanus completely destroyed the spaces in his office 
surrounding his media displays. From the bookshelves to the coffe table, he’s strewn 
everything from them and across the room, onto the dark wood floor. 

He drank too much today, he knows it. It was a terrible waste of time and energy, but the man 
just wouldn’t drink unless he did. “The gift was for him, alone. I wasn’t meant to partake.” 
He thinks, still steaming at the memory. “The poison added was meant to only affect 
Antonius Sr.” It’s fortunate he also had a vile of the anti-toxin on him, and that the Polos 
poison is slow working so he was able to play it off until he could excuse himself to the 
bathroom and take it. It won’t kill the man, not right away, but it’ll disable him. Render him 
incapable of running anything without passing out from exhaustion, not being able to breathe 
correctly. But still, he wasn’t meant to imbibe and considers it a personal failure that he 
couldn’t get out of the social pressure to drink along. The dinner was a glacially paced and a 
consummately dull affair, full of brown nosing Coriolanus had to unfortunately include 
himself in and it got no one anywhere with the old man anyway. 

He’d comforted himself with the thought that he’d get to his home office and relieve some of 
his stress with his little family in the north only to find that all they’d done was mutter to 
themselves inside and once he got the camera and mic closer to hear what they could be 
saying, his boy shot the device and rendered it nearly useless. It managed to scattle itself 
away with the mechanics in it’s body, sensing it was under attack, but the lens and 
microphone were destroyed. The only cameras and mics available to him now were too far to 
see or hear anything unless they were outside so now all he’d seen is Silas Ochre coming 
outside looking for the thing and being very confused at its disappearance. Would this reveal 
his intrusion to them? Before the squirrel cam was ruined he could almost make out small 
words or phrases. 


“., like moths..” 
“...scared.” 
“ ..May Dumont” 
“strange...” 


Among other senseless bits. He could almost sob from the frustration and despair in his 
chest. Now more clearly than ever did he understand that they were his happiness, his hope, 
his loves, his future. Not seeing them hurt worse than the hunger he felt growing up. This is a 
lack of a will to live. The power, the money, the security, the comfort, what was it all for if 
not to have what’s his always with him? The drones were already deployed out since the 
property had GPS and an alert built into all of them to ensure they could fix them and detect 
any problems even remotely should anything damage them, but this will require replacement. 
This may take days. 


“Perhaps this is a sign it’s time to move.” He thinks to himself. 


He could feel the changes in his girl, always so in tune with her surroundings as she is. 
How when he first started watching over them she would sing strange songs Holly May had 
taught them in a strange northern language and dance so enticingly, moving her hips and 
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gently tapping the ground beneath her homemade shoes. How she would be smiling 
constantly and speaking loudly and often. It soothed him to watch his songbird be so herself. 

But over the days and weeks passing, she hid herself more and more, starving him of her as 
the time passed. She couldn’t do that to him, not after knowing what it’s like to really see her 
again after so many years. What made her feel entitled to deprave him further of her? It was 
not bad enough she wasn’t yet in his grasp? But to take away even the drips of herself from 
him that he’s been able to earn for his viewing pleasure? That was simply cruel. Of course, 
she’s likely not aware of the pain and anguish she’s causing him, but that does little to ebb his 
heart. 

He certainly has the space for them now. Not all of it yet but he could house them in his 
family’s penthouse until their family home was finished being built. Tigris moved out five 
years ago and rarely goes there for anything. He could tell her not to for a while because it’s 
being remodeled and it’s hazardous, which wouldn’t be completely untrue. He’d have medics 
and all necessary equipment installed for them to be tended to in their rooms until they were 
the healthiest they physically could be, keep them calmed until he could properly greet them. 

Hire chefs and maid service to tidy the place for them and the best security he could afford to 
keep his most prized secrets safe from prying eyes, intrusive hands and covetous minds. He 
remembers how men would always look lasciviously at his girl, when she was performing, or 
buying things in the market, or swimming, or just minding her business. He doesn’t blame 
this John Christopher for fancying his Lucy Gray, but alas, he’ ll have to find a girl who hasn’t 
already been claimed. Yes, acting now is sooner than anticipated but that’s by no means a 
negative. 

Of course he’l] have to be prepared for them to act as though it is, as if bringing them to the 
highest level of comfort and safety is some tragedy, at least for the first few weeks. His girl 
was as close to perfect as humanly possible but still very hardheaded. He may even have to 
keep her sedated, shocks like these could cause even in young, healthy people cardiac arrest. 
He considers getting her on morphling, but the thought of anything creating more desire in 
her than he or more attachment than even his children greatly deters him, shuttering at the 
thought. 


“No,” he thinks “only use that when completely necessary.” 


She might react badly and do something irrational, perhaps threaten her own life in an 
attempt to try to escape. He doubts she’d go through with it, but if he called her bluff he’s 
certain she’d end up hurting herself to prove a point. No harm can come to his songbird, not 
even by her own hand. So he’!l avoid anything too opiodic and stick to buprenorphyn and the 
like. He calls his family home to see if any of Tigris’s “housekeepers” answer for her. No one 
does. As he starts setting up for his real family’s arrival, he hears a knock at the door. 


Exasperated, he says “Yes?” 


Livia enters quietly and leans back, resting on the door frame crossing her arms over her 
small belly. 
“The dinner ended hours ago, what could be to important that you’re working at” she looks 
over at the clock on the wall “nearly two in the morning?” 


“Nothing that should concern you enough to have kept you from bed. You need your rest, 
fretting about what I might be doing instead of sleeping can’t be good for the baby.” Neither 
could being hosted by a vacuous socialite but nothing to do about that now. 
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“A woman’s is always concerned for her husband, it’s natural that would keep a girl up.” 
No matter how cretinous, she’s bet her future on him. “This place is quite the mess. Should 
we Call the maid service?” 


“No, go get some rest.” Or don’t, he just want his office back to himself. “Please don’t 
concem yourself too much with my schedule or my arrangement of things, it’s nothing for 
you to worry about.” 


“Alright, I’d just hate for you to be burning the candle at both ends.” She says, opening the 
door and leaving as she mumbles “Make sure you wash up before getting into our bed.” 


Was that... a backhanded remark? Does his little wife know what he gets up to in his 
office most days as of late? She’d never shown any significant interest in his work previously, 
at least none she’d called his attention to. Had she possibly meant that Coriolanus actually 
smelled? He sniffed himself and he doubted it, he smelled like the same pine-lemon cologne 
he’s been wearing since he could afford it. He shrugs, not really bothered either way. We both 
know what the point of this marriage originally was to the two of them, so she needs to keep 
her pinched, pointed nose out of his business. Things change, and things will be changing 
incredibly fast for her in particular, soon. No sense in letting her know in advance and give 
her an opportunity to sabotage his potential happiness. He’ll need to start guarding his office 
while he’s gone to ensure she doesn’t sneak in and rummage though. 

Besides, it’s not as though she’ll be rendered homeless or anything harsh, if she cooperates 
that is. She’ll still be First Lady, at least in name if not by actual marital status, she has her 
own money to rely on, as well as her family’s and alimony she’d receive after the fact as the 
former spouse of a government official. Their children would certainly be fine as he’s not one 
to abandon sons he sired, intentionally or otherwise. They’ll have everything they could need 
and likely everything they’d want. No point in making hyper-complexed, powerless strivers 
out of his sons with nearly no potential. He’! make sure they’re both too comfortable in their 
slothfulness and protection via their families to pose any threat to his true heir, or hopefully, 
heirs. 

He’d hate to find out his girl can’t bear him any more children, but who knows. Silas Ochre’s 
birth could’ve been ruthlessly violent. Coriolanus’s own mother died on the birthing bed 
while his younger sibling tired to rip it’s way out of her and she bled to death, he’s no stranger 
to the danger in pregnancy. He knows his little bird is strong, especially for her size, but 
nature is a cruel mistress. She could’ve lapped up any strength in his girl’s body until she 
collapsed from exhaustion and her heart stopped. She could’ve ended up like any common, 
unlucky, irresponsible harlot and died in the middle of nowhere with no one to care she’s 
passed. No matter how tasteless and vulgar this Holly May woman might be, he still owes her 
a great debt for keeping his girl alive at a very pivotal moment and helping his little family 
survive while he was unable to do anything for them. Had his Lucy Gray not overreacted to 
his outburst so drastically, he would’ve been able to take care of them until he’d have been 
able to bring them home. Nevertheless, he’s infinitely grateful to the crass red haired woman. 
His men had been instructed to leave things for them to find around and enjoy. Small pockets 
of nut bearing trees planted and blooming right when they needed them to in case they needed 
protein and didn’t have enough meat. Sprinkling roses grown in the capital, genetically 
modified to survive even the harshest of conditions, much like his girl, to make soap and 
potpourri with. Now, he won’t need to spoil them so indirectly, he could pleasure his girl and 
indulge his son while they know exactly why they’re enjoying what they’re enjoying. 

He begins calling in all necessary divisions at his disposal, getting his family here unscathed 
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will be a laborious process. He needs to strike while they’re still under the impression that 
they’re in complete exile and seclusion, no sense dawdling and procrastinating now that he 
knows what he needs to do and how he needs to do it. 

The sense of elation and excitement radiates from his center at the thought of finally having 
his Lucy Gray and beautiful boy in his arms. After all the careful planning, all the direction 
and effort he’s put into this, he’s finally getting the life they all deserve, thanks to his refusal 
to give up. 
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Chapter 10 


Lucy Gray lingers on that feeling she’d been having for weeks now, while she cooks, 
while she cleans, while she bathes. Holly May and she have decided to start trekking to find 
somewhere else to settle, at least for a few months until they’re sure the sicko watching them 
is long gone. They’ve hidden and tidied up the place for when they return, putting away even 
their most used items. Silas Ochre was confused but trusted them when they said it was for 
their safety. On their final day in the Dumont family cottage, they were finishing packing the 
absolute necessities and preparing for a long, tedious walk. All their shoes were triple soled, 
their socks were thickened, and the sleeping bags Lucy Gray’d made were good and ready for 
their hike. 

It must’ve been not one mile from the cottage that they’d found them. All of them tried to run 
but something had hit them, Lucy Gray on her back, Holly May on her arm and Silas Ochre 
on his calf that rendered them immediately unconscious. They woke up handcuffed and ankle 
cuffed in the back of a truck with only a tiny, barred window to look out through. They were 
taken out onto a field after a few minutes of driving on very rough terrain and transferred into 
a surprisingly quiet hovercraft. Holly May fought like hell and Lucy Gray just held Silas 
Ochre’s hand and looked at the cut he got on the fall in the woods as he looked off into the 
distance, terrified and confused. She didn’t know what to do. She didn’t think 12 had the 
money for things like hovercrafts and weapons that would knock them out but not kill them, 
but it’s been over a decade. Things change all the time, advancements in technology happen 
at the drop of a hat. 

Holly May got a fat lip, a bruised cheek, and who knows how many bruises under her 
clothes. Girl wouldn’t stop fighting ’till she had to. Silas Ochre didn’t fight much, just cried 
a bit and yelled, begging to be let go of but one harsh yank from his handcuffs silenced the 
boy. Lucy Gray was consumed with inner panic. She didn’t mind the scrap on her cheek and 
neck from her fall, or the chafing the cuffs were causing on her skin. If this isn’t 12, that 
means it’s something else. On the craft, they were each escorted onto a bed and given 
something to drink. They’d all hesitated at first, until the girl giving them the drinks had 
drunk from it, too, likely to show it wasn’t poisoned. Lucy Gray was the last to drink and saw 
how the drink caused Holly May and Silas Ochre to deaden to the world before she did the 
same... 
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Coriolanus gave some thought to how he should reintroduce himself to his Lucy Gray, as 
well as how he should introduce himself to his son and their friend. He can’t just out and 
admit that he’s been watching them for weeks and decided he wanted them, that might give 
them the wrong impression. He didn’t want to lie to them outright either. If there was any 
people he could be completely himself with, it’s his little family. 

He has some time, for the first day or so they’ll all be unconscious for medical procedures. 
Blood work, small fixes and such. He may even have some stylists come and freshen them all 
up, no alterations, nothing drastic, just clean them. He was anxious to see his girl again after 
so many painful years apart, and finally meet his son. They’re on the hovercraft now and 
they’ve been sedated with anxiolytix in their drinks and kept on a steady IV of anesthecia and 
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gonadotrompyn for fertility. The ride here won’t take long, one can’t be on a drug that strong 
for longer than a four hours before complications start to arise. He knows it only took once to 
be blessed with Silas Ochre, but he wants to take no chances. He wants more babies with his 
songbird as soon as possible. With them, his men are also bringing many of their belongings, 
mainly his Lucy Gray’s songbook. He can’t wait to devour her thoughts and ideas, become 
intimately familiar with his girl’s mind. 

Their rooms are prepared, and he’s staffed his penthouse again with his own personnel. He 
doesn’t trust them, but they know that one step out of line and he’!! ruin them. That’s better 
than any kind of trust a person could have for another, mutually assured destruction. The 
beds for his son and Lucy Gray are the same quality as his, same goes for the sheets, pillows, 
and scarce furnishings in the rooms. Even if the medical equipment didn’t take up plenty of 
space, the psychiatrist he’s been consulting suggests a minimalistic room at first so to not 
overwhelm them. The change from rural woodlands to modern city will be jarring enough as 
it is, no need to overimpress all at once. 

Perhaps he’lI tell her that they were searching the area and readying it for absorption into 
Panem, and he saw them and couldn’t resist rescuing them. They’d understand, he loved 
them. His mother would tell him a story when he was very young, not long before she’d 
passed, as a bed time story. Not about Snow glory, or past victories or how his father was a 
powerful man even when he himself was a child. Tigris tried to continue telling him but she 
couldn’t get it right and eventually gave up, seeing it was only making him all the more 
saddened. The story was about a Pythoness and her family who lived thousands of years ago, 
far before the creation of Panem and the mass destruction of our planet. She’d spent most of 
her time in the woods with her family, happily. They didn’t have much but they had their 
home and each other and that was enough for them all. 

Until one day, war started and her husband and their sons had to fight. She got word weeks 
later that their first born was the first to fall, he was injured gravely on the battlefield and 
nurses were tending to him. She prayed and casted her spells and did what she could from 
miles away but he died from his wounds. She received his body and buried him in their 
family’s land. She’d then heard her husband was taken as a prisoner of war and being 
tortured. She did all she knew to do, prayed, casted spells, and her potions of luck to drink, 
but she received bitter news. He’d been killed and she’d receive his body and bury him next 
to their son. Next was their last son remaining. He lasted longer than most but still, fell to 
their enemies and killed. She’d receive his body and bury him next to the remainder of their 
family. 

Overwhelmed with grief, she sobbed. What’s grief if not love persisting even under pointless 
and painful circumstances? Flooded with the sour sentiment of impotence and longing, she 
levitated off the ground and burst open, engulfing the land in her magic for miles. All the 
wishes she’d had for her loved ones, all the futures planned and hopes and dreams unrealized 
cascaded onto everything in their little patch of land and beyond it’s limits. Exhausted and 
depressed, she collapsed back on the ground and passed out. When she awoke, it was in her 
bed to her loving husband whispering in her ear that it’s his turn to make breakfast. She could 
hear her sons playing in the other room, laughing and yelling. She rose and saw it was their 
home but lighter, warmer. Her children, still themselves but younger. It was as if the last few 
years had been nothing but a terrible nightmare. 

She chose not to question it, to simply enjoy whatever life had given her in her lowest 
moment. Appreciated every minute that passed, that turned to days, that turned to years. They 
aged as normal, looking more haggardly with smile lines and crows feet forming, showing the 
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happiness she’d been able to gain in this life. Years later, her sons married and living close by, 
she once went hiking alone and noticed a barrier of sorts on the cliff of the mountain they 
were on and touched it. When she did, she felt a sort of static sensation in her chest and chose 
to leave it be. She returned and sat next to her husband, now weary and advanced in years and 
says some tender words to him. She goes to sleep early and dies peacefully and content in her 
bed. When she awoke again, she saw her sons and husband once again. She’d been so 
devastated and innately rejected the potential of living her life without them that she’d created 
another universe where she wouldn’t have to. She’d altered reality to have her loved ones 
with her, safe and sound. In this dimension or the next, it didn’t matter. Come hell or high 
water, she’d have her husband and babies back. 

Was this not exactly what Coriolanus was doing? Creating a reality where his Lucy Gray and 
his child, his children, would be safe from harm and with him where they belong? Happy and 
healthy and free of any worries that had ever plagued their mother or father. He has the 
resources now to ensure not just their survival, but their blossoming and jollity. The money to 
make sure that any severe unpleasantry and upheaval that occurred in the world never 
touched them. He’s profoundly aware of how endangered they are, how endangered they 
could be anywhere. How quickly life, merciless bitch it can be, could take away your most 
precious necessities, be that food or people or home. 

The only way they’|l ever face anything perilous will be over his dead body. 
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Lucy Gray stirred in the bed she was placed in, in the hovercraft she and her family were 
taken in. She opened her eyes, vision blurred and saw a needle in her arm with a tube which 
lead to a bag that contained a cloudy, white fluid. She tried to grab it with her other hand but 
noticed a small, clip-like device attached to the tip of her index finger. A girl in a white 
uniform opened the door at the foot of her bed and came in next to her. Small smile on her 
pink lips in her sweet, round face, as she places a cool hand on her forehead and says “Good 
morning.” 


“Uh,” Lucy Gray feels her throat hot and dry and begins to cough 


“Uh oh, someone needs water. I’ll get that for you.” She leaves and comes back in a few 
seconds with a small, white paper cup and sets it down on the table next to Lucy Gray’s bed. 
“Let me raise your bed so you can drink.” 


She attempts to sit herself up but the girl needs to help her. Her arms and legs feel like 
gelatin. 


“Alrighty, here you go, open up.” She says as she positions the cup in front of Lucy Gray’s 
mouth. 


She drinks, quickly, having realized her thirst the second that water touched her lips. She 
finishes the cup and gasps for air. 


“Better?” She asks 


“Yes, thank you.” Lucy Gray says, ready to ask the question she’d been wondering for 
what is now likely hours. “Now, would you do kindly tell me just where the hell we are and 
where you’re taking us?” 
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“Oh, of course!” She says girlishly, throwing away the cup and placing a chair next to 
Lucy Gray “I’m sure you have so many questions, I certainly would. Okay, so you’re in a CL 
Hovercraft.” 


“What is that?” 
“It’s a vehicle, like a car or a train but it flies.” 


“We're flying?!” Lucy Gray exclaims, attempting to get up off the bed but her useless 
limbs were still to weak. 


“Please don’t try to leave the bed just yet, you’re likely only to hurt yourself.” Her thin, 
almond, brown eyes pleading, hovering her pale hands over Lucy Gray’s body as if to guard 
her ‘Yes, we’re flying. But you’re not to worry, we’re perfectly safe. This craft is state of the 
art, we haven’t had a single malfunction and look around.’ She says gesturing with her hands 
and arms “This is just one of the compartments and it’s so spacious. Of course it’d need to be, 
we wouldn’t be able to get all the medical supplies and stuff without it.” 


“Okay, so we’re in a hovercraft. Where’s it taking us?” Lucy Gray asks 
“The Capital.” 
“No!” Lucy Gray cries out 


“Goodness gracious, what’s the matter?” The girl asks as she watches Lucy Gray, 
concerned that she might’ve mixed the drugs improperly and rendered her patient temporarily 
crazed. 


“They’ve caught me. They know! Oh no, what the fuck will they do to Holly May!? And 
Silas Ochre!? He’ll end up dead or orphaned—” 


“Miss Baird please! Calm down, you’re not being arrested or anything of the sort! Please, 
please rest assured, no one on this hovercraft means you or your family any harm. I promise.” 
The girl assures 


“You know who I am? And you’re sure they’re not taking’ me in?” 


“Yes, I can assure you, you’re not being taken to prison or jail or anything like that.” She 
says, putting her hand on Lucy Gray’s forearm gently. 


“So then... why’re we being taken to The Capital?” 


“Well, I don’t know all the details. Just that it came down the chain of command to rescue 
three people, two adult woman and a minor male from the wilds beyond the ruins of District 
13.” 


“No clue who requested this specifically?” She says, beginning to put some pieces of the 
puzzle together... 


“Well, personally I think it’s Mr.Snow, but no confirmation.” 
There it is.. 


“I’m so sorry Darlin’, I’ve been so rude.” Lucy Gray says, understanding her situation a bit 
better now “You’ve been so considerate of me and I haven’t even asked for your name.” 
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“Oh don’t worry, you woke up disoriented from the tranquilizer, it’s to be expected. 
Actually, I expected much worse. My name is Nurse Iris.” 


“Oh, like the flower. Aww honey that’s a lovely name.” Lucy Gray compliments while 
rubbing Iris’s hand with hers. 


‘This poor idiot,’ she thinks ‘she has no idea she is in fact, taking us all to a prison. Just 
not a legal one.’ 
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